SUN AND HWANG HSING

vincible fights his way out, the brave survivors
are surrounded, some immediately dispatched,
and something under a hundred made prisoners*

Out in the safety of the night, Hwang, like a
wounded mother tiger, haunts the darkness in a
hope that reinforcements will come so that he
may rescue his captured comrades. His own
wounds have made him weak, but there is no rest
or sleep for him. One of the Dare-to-Dies who
has escaped with him gives his wounds another
first-aid dressing, tourniqueting the bleeding
stumps of his fingers and bandaging the bleeding
wounds on his head. Then Hwang, in the cool
of the evening, turns his face to the river breeze
to assuage his fever and waits. Some men would
have complained, others ranted, still others would
have brooded, Hwang just sat and waited.

The din of the bloody day's work still continued
in the echoes of the night as the dead were car-
ted off, and the flickering of torches on the slopes
beyond the walls showed the searching-parties
looking for Hwang and Ms handful of survivors.
Hwang was weak, and his fever ran high; other-
wise, I think that he would have followed those
searching-parties, one by one, and cut them,
single-handed, to pieces. Alas! even Hwang the
Intrepid realized, as his weakness grew with Ms
loss of blood, that there was to be no rescue for

271